Getting To The Bottom Of The Atlantic

I am writing to you, of course, from Atlanta, GA.

Call me Hyperion. I am here to tell you of the Atlantic, that which is of Atlas. We will go together to the bottom of this well, the bottom of this well that we call the underworld. Call me Charon and I will take you in an Upayic raft to the other side by skillful means. You are embryonic, cthonic as you tremble in the darked hold, the bridal chamber growing cold, the wintery green chapel. Pornotopia spreads its gates and offers you Atlantic fates if you will tread just here on shore. This we call the land of dead and dying things, the evening land, the undercommons. Down here, now, yes, we all float. Downwards.

You think it is a cave but here we are in the Titanic. My titanic form descends and brings the light to this pressurized blackness, where only Sedna stays besides the living things inured to it. One thousand knives I reach out with my godlike arm to comb her hair, these transatlantic cables keeping lightning in the wavy air so far above. We look, Kalunga line in view, the dead, the living, the old the new, the broken in and taken too. Sedna coos, her hair grown languid, welcomes in the summoned sacred humanoid abominations to our trap house shining hobbesian twins samara and medusa, lo, anubis brought a kettle and Wednesday knots all gordian. O arrives in white so pale her carried feelings show all through her sex2 robe but feeling ill she calls at once for time to still. They're coming, says she pantily, they're coming out the Turner.

We knew them by the sharks that swam the way to here from there, now they assembled, their dark bodies in the dark so hard to see I turned all out my light the better to illuminate the blackness of their night. They came upon the bow, the stern, they settled in and made to learn the meaning of this baffling seance, teacup settled in the night eternal. Days and days they walked, the millions of the ghosts from miles thousands, underwater mountaintops all covered with the bodies of those taken to the hold and later on given to the sea like some prototype Osama B. They came and dragged their chains and covered all Titanic cover to cover. Sedna said she'd never seen anything like it, and now her hair was shining through the blackness of the bottom of the North Atlantic Ocean, the Kaluga in the distance letting out its pulsing decreation. Living into dead and dead into living, a sound that pulses in the Dreamtime so its rhythm stays a mystery.

It is the eyes that light up first, and then the chains, the chains of chains, it's all connected in the carried water carried by the titan underneath the bottom of the ocean opens up a chasm: lava, all controlled and there's Hephaestus, lord of forges bringing more to straighten out our ride. H distributes tool to all of us to patch together T. We all lend a hand and soon enough the ship is settling free, the pieces come together back like new, the sounds of metal twisting, in reverse the harsh reverberations heard ere her grim downing.

Jesus is here, and Aragorn, who desclares Titanic his sword and that it has been remade. He says something about a blood oath, but is quickly overtaken by those out the Turner, who flood the ship and want to take it up to see the living. There are too many, here Jesus performed his miracle and made it so the lifeboats though not fit to hold so many multiplied so that all the millions could reside their holds enlevied, and we rode all up, Titanic rising, to make the world our bridal chamber.

The rising, ocean in the air, the blackness leaving all the space and staying in our hearts, ascending depth on depth and league on leauge, one thousand knives cutting into us but this is what we've waited for, and Sedna's heart is growing more and more enlived, seals do swim and fill her grip, she's settling in, Samara's got the wedding rings, Anubis has the orders, and Miss Anthropocene emerges from the head of Charon, saying something about "Sex II" and carrying a huge sword. She throws together music improvised and legendary with such names as liking being fucked and feeling oceanic. 

We are now what is holding up your sky. We are the wind that you breathe, and the water that you drink and which washes you. We are your tears and your joy, your possibilities and your constraints. We are riding to you from out of Atlanta, Georgia, in the United States of America, named after the Western Atlantic Railroad, named after the Atlantic ocean, named after Atlas. We had to make a pit stop in Atlantis on our way up to pick up Plato and the band. This is what holds up your world now, and there is part of you that is with us. There is no mention of a blood oath. It is that we are the winds of fate, the west winds, the west that you were told to go to. The lonesome valley. The end of the earth. The bottom of the ocean. The final frontier, the land of the dead. Down Here, We're All Lost At Sea. We're All Titanic. And We're All Rising.